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took circuitous routes through wild country as a matter of
course, often travelling great distances to reach a destina-
tion only a few miles away by crow-flight.
The party penetrated a dense scrub, so closely grown that
they could not be seen at a distance of three yards, and began
to clean and prepare their arms and make face masks. This
done, they lay quiet until dusk. Nightfall saw them in motion
again. They went steadily for four miles through open
forest land, and then halted, while two of their number were
sent forward as scouts to observe what was happening at the
house they intended to attack. As soon as they had returned
and reported to Foxley, the whole gang moved stealthily
forward., guided by the spies- The single bark of a dog was
the only interruption when they came to a narrow lane,
where, after a consultation, the party divided itself into two
groups of four, one climbing the fence on the right of the
lane and the other continuing along it in careful silence,
Rashleigh was with the latter quartet, and after proceed-
ing a few rods was deeply concerned to find that the cottage
at which the bushrangers paused was none other than that
in which he had been so hospitably entertained by the Mar-
shalls. His fears for his friends increased when he gathered
from the threatening talk of Foxley that Bob Marshall
had at one time been Foxley's overseer and had had him
flogged, and that the bushranger had now come to take his
revenge.
Silence and darkness seemed to fill the doomed house,
and what particularly surprised Rashleigh was that there
was no sign of the six ferocious dogs which he knew Mar-
shall had about the place as a protection against just such an
event as this* Two of them in particular had been trained to
pull down and kill anyone hanging about after dark, and yet
not so much as a bark occurred. As a fact, the animals had